CHAPTER  XXII
np HE Countess decided to leave for Florence.
JL Florence, at any rate, was no outpost of
organised folly. At Barnaby everything had become
a preparation. Life was aimed exclusively at Thibet.
A journey was all very well, but somebody else's
journey! Lisa wide-eyed with delight when the
binoculars arrived, Lisa fingering a flask, caressing
a thermos.
Ridiculous, thought Mamachen,
She transposed the scene. Stanislas (or, to be more
accurate, one of his ancestors) advancing in battle,
herbaceous-borders of banners waving to right and
to left of him. Lisa keeping the vows we keep, the
vows we do not need to swear.
"They would have suited you, lilies and swords
and knights and tournaments and grails/'
"There was only one Holy Grail."
"My dear, if there were only one Holy Grail there
would be no religions-and perhaps/* added the
Countess, reverting to her excellent sense, "no
wars/'
"You mean that every faith is part of faith?"
"Obviously. But not to the faithful/'
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